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they drink water, that aguafresca which is so precious in
Spain that it is sold in the streets.
How strange, how impossible Salamanca might seem
to any one coming from Oxford or Cambridge! How
splendid is the courage that is willing to suffer such
poverty for the sake of learning! Is it visible anywhere in
England ? Poor splendid bachelor, you are one of the
heroes that Spain keeps ever in an abject world. In your
strong heart I will believe lies the future of Spain. You
are of the ancient race who at Lepanto neither slept nor
quenched its thirst till it had accomplished its desire.
And yet is it learning you get after all in exchange for your
privations ? I know not But if all I was told may pass
for truth, even that pearl for which you have sacrificed
everything is denied you: the old great learning lost, the
new dreams of science, of philosophy, passed over in
silence, while the great tradition is gone for ever save
that you in your poverty have preserved what you could
in your heart, But as you journey homeward over the
great vague roads, they are yours, the immense beautiful
dreams that are left in your heart; while, O fortunate,
there remains still the earth, your only bed, the sky
your blue curtain, it is still easy to love, to sing, to pray,
to believe, and to trust in God.
Among the rest there may still be seen at Salamanca
certain figures almost English in their neatness; they are
the students of the Irish College. Housed, as it is, in one
of the loveliest palaces in a city of palaces, that Irish
College is I think just a survival, very valuable as just
that it may be, yet still something that is a little fantastic
when one remembers that in Ireland itself better learning
may be had without difficulty, and, if we ignore for a
moment the influence of so old, so venerable a place as
this sweet fallen city, a larger view of the world a
stronger sense of life. And yet I for one would not